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The Reader is requeſted to obſerve, that ſome of the Sones, 
and ſeveral Paſſages in this ENTERTAINMENT, are 


- 


- 


omitted in the Repreſentation ; and alſo, that various Alter- 


ations and Additions are occaſionally made by the Actor 
every time it is performed, 


* 
WY 
* 
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* 
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* To'. Mrs. JORDAN. 


Ma'vam, 

THE Editor of the Entertainment 
of the ROMP, takes the liberty of dedicating it 
to you, as a ſmall atknowledgment of the plea- 
ſure he has received, in common with the public, 
from the diſplay of your Comic powers, which 
exhibit you as true à daughter of Thalia, as Mrs. 
Siddons is of Melpomene. The preſent age is fin- 
gularly fortunate in the production of Tragic ' 
genius—but the honor of completing its felicity, 
by ſuperior: excellence in Comedy, has been re- 
ſerved for you alone. In you the votaries of the 


Comic Muſe ſee, with rapture, the ſpirit of their 
favorite Mrs. Abington perpetuated, and, con- 


tulate the lovers of the Drama on ſo ineſtima- 


ble an acquiſition, 


In this dedication, Madam, the Editor is not 
more actuated by his own inclination, than by a 
ſenſe of juſtice to you——You have made the 
piece peculiarly your own, by.your happy con- 
ception and admirable repreſentation of its prin- 
cipal character, and have raiſed this bagatelle to 
an importance, which the moſt ſanguine partiality 
of its author could never have hoped for —— vou 
have reſcued it from oblivion, and foſtered it 
with the exertion of your ſplendtd talents, and it 


is now reſpectfully offered to your acceptance. 
A2 


Voung Cockney _ Mr. P 0 DD. 
Barnacle : © Mr, S UE Tr. 


Old Cockne— MI. FAW OE r. 
Captain Sightly  — Mr. BARRYMORE, 


* 


Priſcilla Tomboy lte. JORDAN. 


Penelope | 


— Mis STAGELDOIR, 


Miſs La Blond + -— Mis BARNES. 


” 
N 


4 Negro Girl, and other Attendams, 


of* 


THE 
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SCENE, a grocer's ſhop with a compling-houſe, to 


whach there is an aſcent by ſteps; a glaſs door with 
curtains, which opens to a back parlour. Mien the 
curtain riſes, Young Cockney is diſcovered in ile 


compting-houſe, writing ; and men behind the coun- 


ter, weighing tea, &c. Near the front, Priſcilla 
and Penelope ere ſeated at wort. 


| CHORUS. 
H% London ! nobleſt mart on earth, 


Unrival'd ſtill in commerce reign. z. 
Whence riches, honours, arts, haue birth, 
And induſtry ne er toils in vain. 


. Cock. [comes forward.] Come, pray, ladies, 


o ſomewhere elle with your work ; is not there 
the parlour for you, but you muſt bring your litter 
into the ſhop? Who do you think can come into 


the ſhop when you take up the room in this way? 


Pen. I wiſh, brother, you would let us alone. 
Priſ. Ay! mind your figs and your raiſins, 


and your brown ſugar, and let us alone, will you. 


— Now, Miſs Penny, if you'll go in for your work- 


baſket, we will take out the canvals and begin the | 


flowers immediately. | 


Y. Cock. Come, Miſs Priſſy, get off that ſtool: 
I want to put it_behind the counter. 


Fraf. 


d 
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hat's as my uncle Barnacle pleaſes 


8 - THE ROME. 

Priſ. I won't give it you. b 

Z. Cock. If you won't, Miſs, I'll call my papa, 
and ſee what he'll ſay to you. | ; 

Priſ. There, take your ſtool, you naſty, ugly, 
conceited, 1l]-natured —— [ Throws it at him. 

Z. Cock. Look there now, did you ever ſee any 
thing ſo unmannerly? Miſs Priſſy, I wonder you 
are not aſhamed of yourſelf ; but this is the breed- 
ing you got in the plantations — You know you 
was turned out of Hackney boarding-ſchool, for 
beating the governeſs and knocking. down the 
dancing-maſter—I believe you think you have got 
among your blackamoors—But you are not got 
among your blackamoors now, Miſs. 
- Pri. Indeed, Miſs Penny, it is very hard he 
ſhould invent ſuch ſtories of me ; if you believe 
me, I never touched the governels in all my life. 

Pen. Upon my word, I wiſh you two would 


never come together; you are always fighting and 


ſquabbling. | 

Z. Cock. Then why does ſhe play ſuch tricks? 

Priſ. Then why do you ever come near me? I 

neither love you nor like you, nor never ſhall, 
that's more; I have told you ſo a hundred times. 

Pen. I {wear one would think you were huſband 
and wife already. | 

Priſ. J his wife !—— I would as lief be married 
to the old-cloaths-man ; indeed' I ſhould not like 
to be called Mrs. Cockney. | 

F. Cock, Why not? Mrs. Cockney is as good a 


| name as Miſs Tomboy, I hope. 


Priſ. No, it is not as good a name. 


V. Cock. Ves, it is, but that's not as you pleaſe 
He 


is to be in town to-day, I can tell you that for 


your comfort; and ſee what be'll fay to you about 
the boarding-ſchool. : | | 
; WE -. / 
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Priſ. I don't care for him, nor you, nor the 
. boarding-{chool neither. 

Y. Cock. There, by Gog and Magog, ſhe ſays 
ſhe does not care for my uncle Barnacle. By Jove, 
there's a rod in pickle for you, Miſs! Wh 

Priſ. I tell you what, Maſter Watty, if you ſay 
much more, e'cod I'll throw ſomething at you. 

Pen. Nay, nay, kiſs and friends. | 

Priſ. 1 won't kiſs him ——I would ſpit in his 
face firſt, | 

Pen. Pr'ythee ! Pr'ythee ! 

Priſ. I will not, Miſs Penny; he never lets 
me alone: but I'll tell his uncle Barncle of him; 
and if he is not well thumped for his impudence, 
I won't ſtay in the houſe—that's what I won't. 

F. Cock. Look there again now—— Well, tis 
all over then; I won't ſay nothing no more—See 
how ſhe frowns Lord, there's no ſuch thing as jeſt- 

ing with eee was not in earneſt—I was not, 
| upon my honour and credit. . | 
| Come, Miſs Priſſy, deal ſincerely, ; | 
Faith an 4215 2 rh 3 

Pſ/ha ! nay, never look ſo — 5 
5 But at once let's kiſs and 77 

For the future we'll endeavour 

To deſerve each other's favour. | | 
Zooks, ſhake hands ; why now that's clever, _ „ 0 
And here all our quarrel ends. OR. | 
D Exeunt V. Cockney and Penelope. 


Priſ. Quaſheba! Quaſheba! bring down my work. 
[ Enter Quaſheba. | Why ____— make haſte ? 
Quaſh. Is Milly ; here, Milly, 
| | [Lets the work-bag fall. 
Priſ. See how ſhe lets it fall: take it up again 
Here, threadle my needle—Where are you going 
now ?—S$tand behind my back. | 


PRIs- 
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PRIiScIETLA fits down to work, and ſings. ' 


Tie maidens all, come liſten to my ditty, *. 
And ponder well the words which 1 ſhall ſay ; 3 
A damſel once there dwelt in London city, 
Whoſe tender heart a Young man ſtole away. 


Her guardian croſs, would Jain have had her marry 
A grocer's prentice beings in Cheapſide ; 

But he with her his pornt could never carry ; 
For ſoner than conſent, ſhe would have died. 


Ye maidens, by this damſel take example, 
And never fickle nor falſe-hearted prove, 
* Nor let old folks on your affeftions trample : . 
For what' $ the world, compur d to one's true love? 


Enter Penelope. 

Pen. 1 obſerve you are always engigg that wong 

— where could you pick x fo fuch ſtuff ? 
It ſeems to be a great favourite of 

Priſ. Why ſo it is—for what do you x think —1 
= it my wil Fog I did upon my— rs 

Pen. Oh, fie, Miſs ! don't fwear. | 

Priſ. Lord, you are mighty percize—Quaſheba, 
get out—I want to talk with Miſs Penny alone— 
no, ſtay, come back, I will ſpeak before her 
But if ever I hear, huſſy, that you mention a word 
of what I am going-to fay, to any one elſe in the 
houſe, I will have you boils. whip'd till there is 
not a bit of fleſh left on your bones, 

Pen. Oh, poor creature! 

Priſ. Pſha what is the but a neger? If ſhe 
was at home in our plantations, ſhe would find the 
difference; we make no account of them there at 
all: if 1 had a fancy for one of their * 1 
Thould not think much of taking it. 

Pen. I ſuppoſe then you imagine TY. have no 
feeling 2 


Priſ. 
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priſ. Oh! we never conſider that there But 

I ſay, Miſs Penny, I have a ſecret to tell you 

hate your brother worſe than poiſon ; I know 

very well your uncle Barnacle has a mind to marry 

me to him ; but if he is left my guardian, and I am 

ſent over to London for my education, I don't ſee 
any right hè has to chuſe me a huſband, though. 

Pen. And pray what is it you diſhke.in my bro- 
ther? | 

Priſ. Why, I don't know; I don't like him at 
all, there's nothing gay agreeable in him: be- 
ſides you know he will be but a grocer, and why 
ſhould 1 marry a wadeſman, when I can have a 
gentleman ? Ty 

Pen. Can you ? = 

Priſ. Ves, faith, can I; and one of the ſweeteſt, 
prettieſt gentlemen you ever ſet your two good look- 
ingeyes on : quiteanother thingfrom your brother, 
with a fine bag and ſword.—I dare ſwear the lace 
of his coat alone would burn to a matter of two 
guineas. | ; 

Pen. And, pray what is this gentleman ? 

Priſ. You faw him once; yes, you did—Don't 
you remember the young captain that came into 
Miſs La Blond's ſhop the other day when you-were 
buying your pompadour and green ribbons ; and 
I aſked you if you did not think him a handſome 
N and you ſaid you did? Don't you remem- 

er ? | | 
Pen. I believe I remember ſomething of it. 

Priſ. Well, I got acquainted with him there; 
and now the whole affair is ſettled between us, 
and we are to be married immediately. 

Pen. This is a ſecret indeed. 

Priſ. Ay, and I can tell you a ſecret about you 
too—You are to be married to ſome very great 
lord, your couſin Molly has got acquainted with 

B 


af 
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at the other end of the town. But ſhall I tell you 
now, who IJ hate as bad as your brother? 1 hate 
drr couſin Molly Cockney, with her conceit and 
er hoarſe voice — She's always at me—*© Miſs, 
„hold up your head—Miſls, that is not polite— 
% Mis, don t lollop.” —F'cod, laſt Sunday, if we 
had not been in church, I would have _ her a 
flap in the'face. 

Pen. Well, but, my dow, how are you to marry 
this gentleman 2 You don't deſign to run away 
with him ? 

Priſ. No, I don't; I have written a letter to 
him to let him know my guardtan will be in town 
to-day ; and I have deſired him to come here, 
and propole for me. 

Pen. I am ſure my uncle will not conſent. 

Priſ. Why then I will run away with him—T' 
don't think,” Mifs Penny, but if he was to ſtand 
with his arms open to receive me, but what ! 
could leap out of the two pair of fairs window, 
without being hurt the leaſt bit——Beſides ——E 
would not marry your brother om another account 
— There is poor Miſs La Blond, the Milliner, 
over the way ; he has been courting her a matter. 
of atwelvemonth, andthough ſhe's come of French 
diſtraction, there is not a more friendlier girl this 
day i in all England. 

Pen. Well, once more, I ſay, take care of my 
uncle. 

3 Miſs Penny, it does not ſignify talking to 

I am neither in leading-ſtrings, nor hanging- ' 
Re and I don't want him to leave me any thing, 
and why ſhould not I 9 e ? and, whar ; 
more, I will too, 


3 Perhaps 
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Perhaps he may take it in dudgeon 3; 
Hd let him—the peevi ſi curmudgeon— 
E gad, if you mind me, | 
As ſtout you 1 ſhall find me, 
As le is bluff. 


The captain has won my heart, 

And who ſhall my humour thwart ? 
T like ham, and love him: \ 
And, ſince I approve him, | 
Tu have him, and that's enough. "oof 


Tm fick when I think of your brother ! 
And was there on earth nc er another, 
_ He ſhould not my mand ſubdue ; 
To wed him they may force me, 
But inen he'll ſoon tis vorce me, 


For faith he ſhall ſing cuckoo. 
Perhaps he may, &c. | 1 Exeunt. 


Enter Young Cockney and Barnacle, meeting Old 
Cockney. 

J. Cock. Ola! Papa! here's my uncle Barnacle. 

O. Cock. Odſo, is he indeed! Brother, you are 
welcome to town — Son Walter, run in, and de- 
ure your uncle's chamber to be got ready directly. 

Barn. Stay, hold, young man—Who do you be- 
long to? 

V. Cock. La! Why don't you know me, uncle ? 
I am your nephew. + 

O. Cock. A- don t you b Watty, my ſon 
Walter ? 

Barn. Why, this is not your fon Walter ? 

Cock. Yes, but I am, upon my honour and 
credit, uncle, 


B 2 Alanis 
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Barn. Upon your honour, firrah !——And who 
told you, you had any honour ? What has a ſhop- 
keeper to do with honour ?— I had no honour 
when I was a ſhop-keeper.—I knew you were al- 
ways a conceited, idle young raſcal —— But who 
taught you to ſwear, and put all that flour and ſuet 
on your head ? | Tg 
Y. Cock. O Lord, uncle, don't ſpoil'my hair. 
O. Cock. Don't, brother, don't—he's going a- 

mong young ladies. 5 

Barn. He's going to the devil but you had 

better not provoke me, brother Nic Cockney, you 

1 had better not provoke me —1 deſire he may go 
1 | and take off that coat and waiſtcoat directly. 

O. Cock. Well, well, he ſhall—don't be in a paſ- 
ſfion—ſtep in, child, and take off your things—do, 

bk there's a good boy. | | | 
| V. Cock. La! papa! upon my honour—- 

Barn. Again, firrah—Bring his every day cloaths 
and his fuſtian ſleeves here into the ſhop—I will 
have him ſtrip before my face! | 

O. Cock. Go, child, do as your uncle bids you. 

ns hana, £1 Exit Young Cockney. 

Barn. Upon his honour, indeed !—Why, Nic, I 
hear you are going to ſet up your coach, and 
marry your daughter to I don't know who | 
Trades- people are out of their ſenſes now- a- days; 

no ſooner are they a little above the world, but 
they muſt have town-houſe, and country-houſe— 
every night running junketting to gardens and 
play-houſes—— and, in a year or two, there is 
eighteen pence in the pound for their creditors. 
Enter Young Cockney, with an apron on. 

V. Cock, Well, now, uncle? 

Barn, Ay, now you are ſomething like - but 
why a ruffled ſhirt? I never wore a ruffled ſhirt, 
but on a Sunday—and, come here— what's * 1 

| ee 
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ſee at your knees—a pair of paſte buckles ?!—Why, 
ſirrah, you muſt rob the till, or go upon the high- 
way for all this—Give them meout directly I will 
have them. [ Young Cockney delivers them up. 

F. Cock. But you'll let me have them again, Ih5pe. 
Barn. No, I won't—and now let his frippery be 
ſold at Rag-Fair ; I ſhould like to ſee it ſwinging 
under an old-cloaths-man's penthouſe. 
[Exit Old Cockney. 
F. Cock. Pray, uncle, give me my buckles. 7 
Barn. I vill not, ſirrah— and look at yonder 
door how can you expect to have cuſtomers come 
into the ſhop, while you keep your door in ſuch 
condition? When I was prentice, the firſt thing 1 
did every morning was to ſcrape the door—Here, 
Richard, have you never a ſhovel in the houſe ?_ 
Give him a EO LITE brings a ſhovel |—-= 
There, firrah, take this ſhovel, go to work; and, 


when I come out again, let me ſee the ſteps clean 
enough to dine upon. 


You filly old afs, 
To come to this paſs : 
At fifty your follies begin you ? 
Art mad, or in drink ? 
For my part, I think 
The devil himſelf has got in you ! 
And you, maſter fop, 
Go ſtick to your ſhop, 
And fhew yourſelf handy and willing: 
Or elſe, do you, ſee, 
Take this much from me, | 
Tul cut you both off with a ſhilling. | Exit. 
Y. Cock. I won't ſcrape the door; I wiſh I may 
be burned if I do—Here, Richard, give that ſhovel 
to the porter, and let him do it—To be ſet out in 
this trim before every body !—But I will get my 


coat 


* 
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coat and waiſtcoat again, that I will, and put them 
on in ſpite of him—My father expects he will 
leave us ſomething in his will, and ſo he bears 
with him: but he ſhall not make a fool of me 
No, no, I am too wile for that. [ Exit. 


SCENE, A room in Cockney's houſe, Penelope enters 
before Miſs La Blond, who carries a band-box, as 
. taking her leave. 

Pen. Now, my dear, you will not fail to let me 
have thoſe things i in a couple of hours, for we ex- 
pect our company early in the evening And pr'y- 
thee let me {ee you ſometimes Where was you on 
Sunday? We were in expedtation all day that 


you would have ftepp'd over to. us, 


La Blond. And, upon my word, ſo I intended 
but in the morning I vent to the gallery at St. 
James's to ſee the court go to chapel, for ve were 
obliged to get a pattern of one of her Majeſty's 
caps, for Mrs. Iſcariot, a Jew gentlewoman, that 
lives upon Fiſh- ſtreet- hill In the evening, Enſign 
Scald, of the Middleſex militia, took ſiſter Sukey 
and I to the Dog-and-Duck, and coming home 
we called for a little fun in at the Quaker's meet- 
in 
Pen. But pray, my dear, let me aſk you—ls 
there not ſome coldneſs berween you and wy bro- 
ther of late ?- 

La Blond. 0 la, Miſs penny! as if you did 
not know; Maſter Watty has not put his row into 
our ſhop theſe ſix weeks. 

Pen. Upon my word, this is the firſt I have 


heard of it. 


La Blond. Lis Miſs Penny, it is not that 
vexes me, but his rudaneſa when he meets one in 
a public place — The other night at Mile-end aſ- 


©mbly,: he took no more notice of me 1 I - 
| ad 


had been a dog -I don't know that he had any 
reaſon to be aſham'd of my company] was there 


with Miſs Fly-blow, a great butcher's daughter, in 


Newgate-market ; I'm ſure ſhe will have a matter 
of fix thouſand pounds to her fortune, and we 
came in Mr. Deputy Dumplin's own chariot, that 
waited for l us all the while. 


Enter Young Cockney. 

V. Cock. Siſter, they want the key of the beau- 
fet, to get the ſpoons and the filver candleſticks. 

Pen. Oh! brother! come here. How is it you 
have affronted Miſs La Blond? She tells me, 
you have behaved very ill to her. 3 

V. Cock. Who, I behaved ill to her? Lord, 
Miſs La Blond, I wonder how you can fib on a 
body ſo-? I'll be judged by any body in the world: 
I am ſure I have not ſpoke a civil word to her, I 
don't know the day when. 

Pen. Well, and more ſhame for you. 

La Blond. Oh ! pray don't ſcold him, Miſs 
Penny; Maſter Watty may ſpeak or let it alone, 
Juſt as he pleaſes. But perhaps, Sir, you think I 
don't know the reaſon of all this—There's a Weſt 
Indian fortune in the houſe—I am below your no- 
tice now—but, believe me, you are every bit as 
much below mine. (Ext... 

V. Cock. Do you know, ſiſter Penny, that ſhe 
has given it out all over che town, that I am {wore 
to her on a book; and, if I am, it won't hold good 
in law, for it was only Robinſon Crulſoe. 


Enter Old Cockney, and a Maid Servant, and ofter- 
wards Priſcilla, in a hoydentng manner. 

O. Cock. Come, Margery, let us ſee how you 
have ſettled the things for the company—have 
you duſted well, and ſwept—no cobwebs, nor flut's 
ds a vou put candles im all the ſconces ? 

Came, 
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Come, Penny, child, go into the next room, and 


help the maid to ſet out the filver coffee- pot, and 


beſt ſet of burnt china on the tea- table. 

[Exeunt Penny and Maid. 

. Cock. When we begin to dance, papa, who 
ſhall I take out for a partner? 

O. Cock. Let me conſider 

Priſ. Miſs La Blond, to be ſure. 

O. Cock. Miſs Muzzy, Deputy Muzzy's daughter, 
child ; ſhe is a very great fortune. But I muſt go 
and order card tables in the next room. [ Ext. 

Priſ. O Lord, Watty, fee here if I have not 
tore my gown. 

Y. Cock. 1 am glad of it. 

Priſ. And 9 are you glad of it ? 

Y. Cock. Becauſe I am. Who ſent for you WP 
ſtairs ? 

Priſ. Why, your uncle Barnacle deſired me to 
come up. 

T. Cock. My uncle Barnacle ? I do not believe 
it. 

Priſ. 1 am ſure but he did though; he called 
a bit a gone at the ſhop; and ſaid he'd be here 
himſelf preſently. 

Z. Cock. Well, if you dine with us, you ſhall 
not ſtay in the evening to dance. . 

Priſ. ] will, if I like it. p 

Y. Cock. You ſhan't, Mils. f 

Priſ. Maſter Watty, why don't you go to ſce 
poor Miſs La Blond? The folks ſay, ſhe is going 
mad for love of you: I am ſure, you ought to 
marry her. 

Z. Cock. I am ſure, I won't, though—I would 
let her go to Bedlam firſt. 

Pr E'cod, I believe ſhe is only making game. 

| [Runs off. 

Z. Cock, Im detetermined ſhe ſhall not dance by 

25 | night, 
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night, for her aſſurance; I vill go this moment, 
and tell my papa of her, that I will: [ Exit. 


| Enter Barnacle and Sightly. 

Barn. Buſineſs with me, Sir! Well, Sir, come 
this way, and let me hear it; I don't know that 
ever I ſaw your face before. 4 =: Wl 

Sight. I don't believe you ever did, Sir ; but if 
you will have patience— "4 5 

Barn. And ſuppoſe I don't chuſe to have pa- 
tience, are you to glve me laws in my own 
houſe? No dragooning here, good captain ; you 
are in the city of London, Sir; we are not to be 
put under military execution here. 

S:ght. Sir, I don't underſtand you. 

Barn. None of your rudeneſs to me, Sir—1 
have been un{erſtood by your betters ; but 1 ſup- 
| pole you are diſbanded, and want to raiſe money 
upon your half-pay—Well, I won't deal with you 
I have loſt money enough already by the ar- 
my -I have a note of hand by me from one of your 
captains, for four pounds ten ſhillings and ſix- 

ence. 

Siglit. But, Sir, my buſineſs is of a very different 
nature— There is a young lady, who, I underſtand, 
is under your care; and, if you will pleaſe to read 
that letter | 

Barn. Ha ! ha! ha! a letter from the young 
lady herſelf, to you, I ſuvpole, Sir; deſiring you 
to come and aſk my conſent to marry her ?—So 
then you are a fortune-hunter—W hat {ervant-maid 
in the neighbourhood now have you been getting 
intelligence from about this girl and her money? 
And, if you ſucceed, how much commiſſion, how 
much brokerage ? 

Sighit. Sir, f am a gentleman. _ 

Barn, Well, Sir, and what then, Sir? — Have 

S you 


* 


18 | THE ROMP. 
you got any money in the funds, captain? My | 


father was a pin-maker, and I have forty thouſand 


unds there. | 
Sight. Sir, I muſt tell you— 4 

Barn. And, Sir, I muſt tell you What, I ſuppoſe 
becauſe fighting is your trade, come vi et armis, 
to cut my throat. If that's the caſe, I muſt call 
for aſſiſtance. Here, on, Thomas, Richard ! 

Sight. Upon my word, Mr. Barnacle 

Barn. Well, and upon my word too—Sir, I be- 
tieve, my word will go as far as yours, if you go 
to that. What do you come to affront mein my 
own houſe ? ———- Do you. know, Sir, that you 
have treated me with great ill manners? Damme, 
if ever I was ſo abuſed in my life——The firſt 
people in the kingdom have come cap in hand to 
me—And ſhall a puppy— 

Sight. Puppy! Sir 


Look you, Sir, your years proteft you, 
No vain terrors need affett you, 
Scorn alone from me you'll meet ; 
But, in pity, I adviſe you, | 
Left another ſhould chaſtiſe you, 
LT.earn with gentlemen to treat, 
For the lady, free ſhe choſe me; | 
Neither brib'd, nor forc'd her voice; 
And, however you oppoſe me, 
Know, I dare maintain her choice. 
LY 285 {Exit. 
Enter Young Cockney. 7 . 
Barn. This is an incendiary ; we ſhall have an 
i9-ſpelt letter to-morrow, or next day, thrown into 
the airy, threatening to burn the houſe, Here, 
Walter, call that fellow back, | | £43: 
I. Cock. Call that fellow back. 
Barn. Call him back yourſelf. 


F. Cock. 
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Y. Cock, Captain, captain! come back, come 


back. | 
Re-enter Sightly. 
Sight. Well, what do you want ? 
Y. Cock. My uncle wants to ſpeak to you. 
Barn. Bid Priſcilla Tomboy come hither, 
Z. Cock. Bid Priſcilla Tomboy come hither. 
Enter Priſcilla and Penelope. 1 
Barn. I'll put an end to this affair directly.— 
Captain, if you pleaſe, I want to ſpeak with you 
again one moment. Come here, Miſs Priſſy, did 
ou ever ſee this young gentleman before ? 
Priſ. Yes to be ſure, I did. 
Barn. Well, but you never wrote to him, did 
you? 
Priſ. Ves, but 1 did though. | 
Barn. And where did you get acquainted with 
him, miſtreſs ? a | 
Priſ. Why, if you muſt know, I got acquainted 
with him at a friend's houſe. | 
Barn. A friend's houſe ! A friend of yours in- 
deed! | 
Priſ. Ves, à friend of .mine—and: he is my 
choice; and, if you do not give your conſent, 
why I will marry him without it. 
Barn. Fetch me the key of the back-garret. 
Priſ. I know what you are going to do: you 
are going to lock me up; but 1 don't care. [| cr1es. 
S:ght. Pray, Sir, do not uſe the young lady ill 
on my account. 


Barn. SGirrah, leave the houſe this minute, 
Or Til ſend to my Lord Mayor. 
Sight, Sir, I want not to ſlay in it: 


Wherefore do you rave and ftare ? 
C2 Priſ. 
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Pril. You may lock me up in priſon, 
But I mind not that a ſtraw : 
v. Cock. Her'n the fault is more than his'n, 
Pen. Uncle, brother, pray withdraw. 
Barn. To bring up @ romp's the devil. 
<Y } Did you ever fee the like ? 
Barn. Captain, pray, Sir, be fo civil: 
Y. Cock. Hold, Sir, hold, you muſt not ſtrike. 
Barn, Life and death, Im out of palience, 
| And I will at nothing ſlick; 
So, niece, nephew, ward, relations, 
Cad, I'll play you all @ trick. 
V. Cock. Stick at nothing! pray, Sir, tarry ; 
Pen. What is it you mean to do ? 8 
Barn. Sblood, you dog, you fiut, Il marry ; 
Pen. Marry l | : 
Y. Cock. Marry! 
Pri. You, Sir! 
Sightly. | Fou 
Barn. Pes, I'll take a wife and fling you. 
Take a wife, and get an heir: 

1 2 Heauen to your ſenſes bring you: 
we A, dear uncle] have acare. 


END oz THE FIRST Avr. 
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A 


SCENE, A little yard and garden behind Cockney's 
houſe. Priſcilla enters through a door in the flat 
ſcene, taking a letter from her pocket ; Miſs La 

Blond following. 4 | 


— 


Priſ. Here, this way come into the yard here 
I am afraid to ſpeak or move in the houſe, I 
am fo watched — Here is a letter for the captain 
—you will make 'apologies about my writing, be- 
cauſe the lines are a little crooked ——excuſe my 
ſpelling too, and if he cannot make out all the 
words, do you help him. . 
| La Blond. Never fear, I ſhall take it to his 
lodgings myſelf; but it ſeems your guardian did 
not behave well to him this morning ; Maſter Watty 
too was unmannerly, and he ſwears vengeance 
againſt him, £ 
Priſ. With all my heart — Let him beat him 
while he is able to ſtand over him ; but there is a 
rare buſtle within. The old man ſwears that 
Watty ſhall not have me now, and he is going to 
fend me back to the Weſt-Indies directly — He is, 
faith He is gone to Deptford to ſpeak to a ca 
tain of a ſhip, but I will not go back to the W eK 
Indies for him: and what do you think I have 
done — I have perſuaded Watty that my love for 
2 captain, and my writing to him was all only a 
La Blond. A ſham ? How could you do that? 
Priſ. O, very eaſily, by flattering him up :— 
by telling him he is a pretty young man, and has 
rin fre 7 handſome 
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1 legs, you may make him believe any 
thing 

La Blond. Well, Miſs Priſſy, I am ſure I wiſh 
to ſee you happy with all my heart; but I am not 
unacquainted with the family of the Cockneys; 
and, believe me, if they did not know you to be 
a young lady of a very — fortune, they would 
not make ſuch a fuſs about you as they de. 

Priſ. O, I know that well enough—They are 
as frightened as the vengeance now about my going 
to Jamaica, becauſe they think they ſhall loſe my 
money. So 1 have told Watty, that if he can ma- 
nage it, Iwill go off with him to Scotland to-night 
where-they ſay folks may be married in ſpite o 
any one. 

La Blond. Go off with him to Scotland 9H 

Priſ. There, now ſhe is jealous—Huſh! ſpeak 
ſoftly—it is agreed between us, that we are to go 
out together as ſoon as it is dark. Don't you think 
that the captain could hit upon ſome contrivance 
to meet us in the ſtreet, and take me from Watty. 
He ſhall not have much trouble, for, e' cod, 


I Vill be willing enough to go; and if he does but 


bluſter and ſwear a little, poor you: will be 
afraid to ſay a word. 
« La: Blond. Take you from him ? 1 Net! 

Priſ. Why tis the only way to get me; if it 
is not done to-night, it's odds if the ids man n 
ſend me off to- morrow. | 

La Blond. Let me conſider a little. 45 

Priſ. What are you — of, Miſs La 
Blond? | 

La Blond. Why, look you, Miſs Priſſy, this is 
a very ſerious affair, 22 ſhould be wel weighed 


before any thing is done in it. But I will go with 

your letter to the captain. 
Priſ. Ay, do, my dear, and when I am married 
to 
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to the captain, you may have Watty yourſeif, if 
you like it; and I dare ſay, one day or other he 
will be an alderman. But, ſtay, let me go 
this way, and do you go that, for if they ſee us 
together, they may ſuſpect. Miſs La Blond, 
deſire the captain to bring his ſervant along with 


him, and tell him if he is a good fellow, he ſhall, 


when I am married to his maſter, have as much 


rum as ever he can drink for nothing. 
| | [Exit Miſs La Blond. 


Enter Young Cockney. 


Z. Cock. Miſs Prifſy, Miſs Priſſy, 1 want to 


Tpeak to you. Y 
Priſ. Well, what do you want? 
Z. Cock. Why, Miſs Priſſy, I have been think- 
ing of what you were ſaying to me; and, if I was 
- fure you would not returntoany-of your old tricks. 
Priſ. Why, to be ſure, Maſter Watty, I have 
been a very fad girl, and I do not deſerve that 
you ſhould hay ny kindneſs for me. 
Z. Cock. Pe 77 
not get a wife. There is a widow.gentlewoman, 
worth a matter of forty thouſand pounds; her 
huſband was a great ſugar-baker in Rateliff- High- 
| Wway——— and, if I would marry her, ſhe would 
ſettle every farthing ſhe is worth upon me. 
Priſ. Indeed, I do not doubt it. 1 
Z. Cock. But you are for an officer, it ſeems, 
and I don't ſee that they are a bit cleverer than 
other people. I believe I have been reckoned. as 
genteel as any of them; beſides, what is a little 
outſide ſhew, If you had a mind to go to Scot- 
land with this here captain, now it's odds if he 
could find money to pay for a poſt-chay. 8 
Prif, I don't care for the captain; I wiſh _=_ 
C wou 


ps, Miſs Priſſy, you think I can- 


— — —¼— I 


ren. 


would not mention him at all—1 am aſhamed when 
ever I think of him $5 41 7 


Z. Cock. So you ought, Miſs. e £ 

Priſ. I know I ought, but I was bewitched, I 
am ſure I have been crying about it like any thing; 
only ſee, Watty, how red my eyes are. | 

. Cock. Ah! fudge! that is no crying, you 
have been putting an innion to them. — But, I 
ſay, if you get yourſelf ready, I will go along 
withyouas ſoon as it is duſk—Don't you think theſe 


cloaths becomes me, Miſs Priſſy? I have a mind 
to take them along with us. ; | 


-Priſ. You look very jemmy in them, I am ſure. 
Y. Cock. Why I think they ſhew the fall of my 


ſhoulders I have avery fine fall in my ſhoulders ; 
have not I, Miſs Prifly'? - . 


Priſ. Ves, indeed have you. | | 
Y. Cock. Well, but there's one thing as per- 
haps you did not know; if you marry without my 


uncle's conſent, you are not to have no fortune; 


ſo that I am taking you hap at a ward; and if he 


- "ſhould not forgive us afterwards;“ I ſhall have you 


to maintain; Which will be very hard upon me. 


Priſ. Oh!] but he will forgive us; beſides, if you 


with me to Jamaica, I'll raiſe the negers for us 


- —it's only beating them well, giving them a few 


yams, and they'll do any thing you bid them. 
F. Cock. Well, we cannot go yet; but you may 


prepare yourſelf, while I ſtep in. Miſs Priſſy, 
daon't you think our going off will be in the news 
ay eee hear that a great Veſt-Indian 
fortune has lately eloped with the ſon of an immi- 


« 


nent grocer in the city——and when we come 
back, Lord! I warrant there will be noiſe enough 


o 


about us, n e FExtt. 


A $8 4 7 L 
The 


The Negro Girl appears at the window, and throws out 
the things her miſtreſs calls for ; which ſhe puts on 


as faſt as ſhe gets them. 

Priſ. Quaſheba ! Quaſheba! Quaſheba ! 

944% What My £ | 

Priſ. Throw out my hat and my ſhawl : I will 
be ready in a minute; he ſhall not wait for me, 
I warrant him—How purely I have managed it: 
If the Captain does but meet us now—— Watty 
thinks, as ſure as any thing, I will go off with him 
—He is the greateſt fool that I ever knew—But 
ſuppoſe the Captain does not meet us, muſt I go 
off with Watty ?—E'cod, I will not---I will bawl out 
in the ſtreet, and ſay he is running away with me 
---let me ſee now, have I got all my things ? have 
I forgot nothing ? 


Dear me, how I long to be married, 
And in my own coach to be carried ; 
Beſide me to ſee, - 
How charming twill be 
My huſband, and, may be, 
A ſweet little baby, 
As pretty as he. 
Already I hear 
Its tongue in my ear: 
Papa, papa ! | 
Mama, mama 
Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha ! 
Oh, gracious I what calling, 
What ſtamping, what bawling, 
When firſt I am miſs'd by the clan] 
Miſs Molly will chatter, 
Old Square. Toes will clatter, 
But catch me again if they can. 


Dear me, how I long, &c, [Exit. 
D SCENE, 
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SCENE, Ludgate Hill, with a View 7 St. Paul's 


church. 
Enter Sightly and Mis La Blond. | 
La Blond. Captain Sightly ! Mercy on us how 
you frighten'd me ! | 
Sight. Well, you ſee I am a true ſoldier, at my 
ſt, and ready to engage. Her letter mentions 


| the Bell- Savage-Inn If ſo, we cannot be better 


ſtationed than here. 

La Blond. But I ſay, Captain, when you have got 
Miſs Tomboy, where do you think to take her ? 

$:ght. To Scotland directly, my girl. 

La Blond. No, no, that will never do—She ſhall 
go and lye at my aunt's to-night ; and, in the 
morning I am certain we will hit upon a plan to 
get Mr. Barnacle's conſent to your marriage. 

Sight. Well, my dear, I will leave every thing 
to you: I am ſure I cannot be in more trulty 

ands. 


La Blond. Huſh, huſh, I hear them coming ; ; 


hide yourſelf for a ſew minutes. [They retire, 


Enter Weng Cockney and Priſcilla. ; 
Priſ. La, Maſter Watty—you hurry ſo faſt—I 
vow I muſt ſtop and reit my {elf, ſo I muſt; I 

am as tired as any thing. 

V. Cock. Why would you not let me call a hack- 
ney coach then? But I tell you it will be dark 
preſently, and we ſhatl meet ſome highway-men on 
the road near London. 

Priſ. Well, ſtay a moment then till I tie my 
iwaſh, 

Y. Cock. Well then, tie your ſwaſh. 

Priſ. It was you that was ſo long before you came 
out—Oh, Ja ! there are two great big men ſtandin 
at yonder corner I won t go any farther, Maſter 


Watt y 
Ta Cock. 


.*. 
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V. Cock. What's the matter with you, Miſs 
Prifſy ? La, you frighten me out of my wits, 

Prif. Maſter Watty, juſt ſtep to that corner, and 

ſee if they are gone. Never fear, I won't leave you. 

[Priſcilla gives Young Cockney the end of her 

ſhawl to hold, and whale he is looking ano- 

| ther way, ſhe runs off with Captain Sightly. 

Y. Cock. If ever I knew the like of you! There's 

no danger ; come along. 
[ Diſcovers the trick, andruns after them. 


SCENE, A room at Miſs La Blond's aunt's houſe 
Enter Captain Sightly, Priſcilla, and Mis La 
Blond. The Captain + bes the door. 

V. Cock. | at the outfide of the door | Miſs Priſſy, 

I know very well you are here; I faw you with 

our captain I wonder you are not aſhamed 
of yourlelf, Ms La Blond, 40 encourage a young 
lady to run away from her friends. 
$:ght, What the devil ſhall we do now? 
Priſ. | to the captain | Say I am not here. 
Siglit. I tell you, Sir, ſhe is not here. 
Priſ. I tell you, Sir, ſhe is not=——_ 
Y. Cock. Ah, ah! I ſee you, Miſs, through the 
key-hole. | ; 
S:ght. What ſhall we do ? 
Priſ. Let him in, who's afraid come in, 

Maſter Watty, who cares for you. | She lets him in. 
V. Cock. And who cares for you—Will you 

come home, Miſs Priſſy? | 
Priſ. No I won'ty—T wiſh, Maſter Watty, 

ou would make yourſelf ſcarce, | 
. Y. Cock. Well, Miſs, you will be made to repent 
of this. 


Priſ. Get you gone, you naſty thing, you, 
Do you think I caregor you ? 


V. Cock, I'll go, and ſhortly bring ou 
: Thoſe ſhall make you dearly rue. 
D 2 And 


1 yz 
5 
12 
1 * 
17 


28 THE ROM x. 


And to you, Sir, I bring two, Sir. 
Sightly and Who. Sir ! 8 
Priſcilla... | , Sir ! who, Sir! who? 
Y. Cock. Never mind, no matter who. 

Sight. / that here you longer tarry, 
| ou may chance away to carry 
TINT That you will not like to bear. 
Priſ. Vou'll well be beaten. 
V. Cock. What ! you threaten |! —_ 
Priſ. Captain, draw your fword and ſwear, 
Sight. *Sblood and thunder /! 
La Blond. Stand afunder /! 
V. Cock. Let him touch me if he dare. 
Priſ. Maſter Watt— I'll tell you what, 
Home you had much better trot. 


V. Cock. Will you go with me or not ! 


as - o — —ͤU—— — 
— — — — — - — — _ Gs - * * — 
=» —— 11 — * * = — 3 — — — 7 n _ waged gow - fare — — 
* N " * I» Sh 5 i . 
. hy « o — * 0 * 
* | 3 , 1 
= 


42 — 
—— — * 
* 


Priſ. Trot, Mart, I will not. 
Get you gono, you naſty thing, Sc. 
[Priſcilla puts herſelf in a boxipg attitude, 
and beats Young Cockney off, Exeunt. 


SCENE, The inſide of Cockney's houſe. Enter = 


Barnacle, Young Cockney, and Penelope. 
Barn. I ſay, I will not ſęe her—let her go from 
whence ſhe came—1 ſhall write her friends in Ja- 
maica word, by the next packet, that I was not 


© ſtrong enough to hold her, and that when I was 


+ 4 
424 


on the eve of ſending her back to them, ſhe ran 
away from me, with a young ſellow that nobody 
knows. „ 
F. Cock. Do ſo, uncle; and 1 wonder ſhe has 
the impudence to come back, after ſtaying out all 
night. 
. And, I wonder, firrah, you dare have 


the impudence to take her out, when I ordered her 


to keep her room: it is all your doings, 


Pen, 


you 


civil word to her in all my life. 0 
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Pen. Well, pray, dear Sir, let me prevail upon 
4 to ſee her, and hear what ſhe can ſay for her- 
elf. 
F. Cock, She can ſay nothing for herſelf, ſiſter 
Penny; and I believe Miſs La Blond was con- 
cerned along with them, however fair ſhe may 
carry it, b | 

Pen. Well, uncle, will you condeſcend to ſes 
this mad girl ? . | 

Barn. Where is ſne? 
Pen. Above, in my chamber, ſhe. is afraid to 
come down without your permiſſion, ſhe ſeems 
really ſorry for what ſhe has done, and perhaps, 


things may not be ſo bad as they appear. 


Y. Cock. O, I warrant, they are bad enough. 
Barn. I'll break your bones, you dog. 
F. Cock. For what? 7955 
Barn. Bid that girl come hither [ Exit Penelope. 
But here, take this ſtick, 1 will not truſt myſelf near 
her with it, leſt I ſhould do her a miſchief. 
[ Grves his cane to Young Cockney, 


Enter Priſcilla and Penelope. 
Barn. Oh ! madam run-away 
Priſ. Don't be angry, pray don't, and I'll tell 


Barn. Hufly, what made you go out laſt ni ght? 

Priſ. Why, it was Maſter Watty made me, we 
were going to Scotland to be married. 

Barn. To Scotland! Oh! you dog, Walter! 

V. Cock. Well it was ſhe herſelf propoſed it. 

Priſ. Suppoſe I did, you know when I was in 
the houſe I never could be at reſt for you; he 
was always making love to me. 

F. Cock. I make love to her! I never ſpoke a 


Barn 


* 
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Barn. Hold your tongue, firrah ; but 1 fay, 
where have you been all night ? let me hear that. 
+ Priſ. You'll be angry. = 
Barn. Tell me the truth. | 
Priſ. Why the gentleman that loves me, the of- 
ficer that was here yeſterday, met me and Maſter 
Watty in the ſtreet, and ſo he took me away from 
him And---but why did little Watty take me out? 
Barn. Ay, it's very trae, it's all your fault, fir- 
rah; but where did he take you? 
Priſ. To his lodgings ; for he faid he loved me 
ſo, he could not live without me; and if I did not 
conſent to be his wife, he faid he would kill him- 
{elf on the Tpot. 
Barn. Kill himſelf, you wicked girl ! | 
Priſ. I knew you would be in a paſſion about 
It. | | 
Barn. Hark you, huſly, I have but one queſtion £ 
more to aſk you: are you ruined, or not? 22 
Priſ. Oh dear—he, he, he. 
Barn. You impudent — 
Priſ. Little Watty makes me laugh. 
Barn. And ſo you and the gentleman paſſed 
for man and wife? | 
Pri, Why, I'll affure you, at firſt I was very 
much againſt it, for I ſaid I did not think it was 
becoming; and he ſaid he would rather lye in the 
ſtreet than incommode me: and I ſeeing him ſo 
polite, ſaid he ſhould not run the riſk of catching 
| gold for the love of me. | > 
Barn. And ſo you | 
Priſ. Why, he ſaid he would be civil to me, and 
| I'm ſure he'll marry me, for he gave me his pro- 
1 "miſe two or three times. 918 * 
Barn. Get you gone, huſſy! 
q Priſ. I knew now, this would be the way. 
Enter 
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, Enter Servant. 

Serv. Captain Sightly, Sir, deſires to ſpeak to 

ou. 

Barn. Deſire him to walk up. Exit Servant. 
Priſ. Sir, if you will pleaſe to call to Watty. 
F. Cock. Sir, pleaſe to ſpeak to Prifly ! 

Barn. Have done, you couple of devils. 


Enter Captain Sightly and M:/s La Blond. 
Barn. Sir, I'm inform'd that your name is 
Charles Sightly, lieutenant in I know not what re- 
giment of foot; that you have ſeduced this girl 
Priſ. Well, why don't you ſay we are married ? 
Barn. In a word, captain, I am informed my 
hopeful ward here has paſſed the night at your 
lodgings —— Anſwer me upon your honour; is it 
ſo or not? for in that caſe, I muſt c'en give her to 
- you, | 
U Sight. You aſk me upon my honour ? 
Barn. Ay, I do, Sir. | 
Sight. Then, Sir, I will not give it in a falſ- 
hood for my intereſt ; the young lady is perfectly 
innocent, and this only a ſcheme to incline you 
to conſent to our marriage. | 
Priſ. Oh, you fool, 1 
Barn. Hold your tongue, impudence - Vou are 
a brave young fellow, I believe, and more deſery- 
ing of her than my own relation ; therefore, I give 
her to you; and let this teach you for the future, 
to uſe candour on all occaſions. 
Priſ. Oh my dear guardian ! 
[ Runs and kiſſes him. 
Barn. You ſpoil my wig—Let me hear no 
more of you. Hark you, child [4 Miſs La 
Blond. ] Do you think if a huſband was thrown 
in your way, old enough to be your father, that 
old Nic would not tempt you—you underſtand me ? - 
67 | 25 La Blond. 
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La Blond. Sir, I think I ſhould make him a good 
wife. 
Barn. Say ſt thou ſo, my girl ? why then I will 
marry you-myſelf to-morrow morning Ladies 
and gentlemen, 4. are heartily welcome — Pray 
Aaluts the young bride and bridegroom: and now 
let us forget all paſt bickerings and miſunderſtand- 
ings, and be as merry as muſic and good cheer can 
make us. 


Y. Cock. LOVE? city youths, this friendly rhime, 
Tis worthy well attending: 
O go not on, your precious time 
In vain delights miſpending : 
Bucks, bloods and ſmarts, reform your ways, 
| Leave dancing, wenching, gaming, plays; 
5 Firſt get the caſh, then cut a fla, 
" ©". » Nor be aſham'd of mending. 
Sight. Taue been naughty, I confeſs, 

"E But now you need not doubt it, 

I 1 mean my follies to redreſs, 

And ſtrait will ſet about it; 

Tis modeſt ſweetneſs gives the grace, 
» To birth, to fortune, and to face, 

That charm ſecure, will long cad. 
And all is vain without it. 
Priſ. And now our ſcenic taſk is done, 
IIis comes of courſe, you now, Sire, 
Mie drop the maſk off, ev'ry one, 
55 fat eren e Sirs: 
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Vour ancient friends and ſervants we 
Who humbly wait for your decree ; 


One gracious fmale, to crown our toil, 
And Wa let us go, Sirs. 
| Artern omnes. 


Exp or Tut ENTERTAINMENT, 


